opera stages of the world. He had been speared, stabbed,
shot, poisoned and thrown from the cliffs of some fantastic
castle. To diej had been his speciality (and he had never
died without the application of some excellent technique
and with great effect. Feeling lighter and lighter, soaring
from clarity to greater clarity, Bhakaroff smiled at all his
stage deaths, now that it was time to die in earnest. It was
so simple to die, and so easy. Now I won't be blind, ever,
he thought calmly. He opened his eyes once more and
squeezed the last drop of sweetness from life as he looked
at Sybil and could see her better and clearer than ever before.

"No more operas?" he asked, as the clouds began to
sink from the ceiling and all sounds were muffled and all
colours dimmed. There was no reply and he smiled to
himself, while rapidly it got 'darker.

"Too bad------** he said aloud. Now Sybil too had gone

from him, everything had left him, save a contentment, so
calm and serene that it did not seem to belong to this earth.

He made himself comfortable on his bed, for now he
began to float into nothingness and there was the flutter of
great wings around him and the tolling of deep, resounding
bells.

"It doesn't matter/' he said.  "Nothing matters."

Sybil kept on smiling even after he had ceased speaking.
The tap dripped and dripped. Soon the opera would be
finished. Slickum stood quietly at the door, he seemed to
laugh even now. "Don't you worry, honey, don't you
worry. Miss Sybil," he said. His eyes were very white in
his honest, dark, pock-marked face.
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